Within the Lines
the French and a good many others supposed. Instead he
was leading it (together with a large portion of the civilian
population of Portugal) into the Lines of Torres Vedras,*
a large tract of fortified country, alive with redoubts and
emplacements, and bristling with guns like quills on the back
of a porcupine; the whole being further protected by nature's
fortifications of rushing rivers and soaring mountains. This
was the great enterprise that had been the paramount occupa-
tion of his fertile brain for a year past, and the object of his
periodical visits to Lisbon. This the impregnable barrier
thrown across the pursuers' path, which was to make the
French General Massena gnash his teeth in impotent fury.
But it had been carried on in secret, for the Commander-
in-Chief had had enough of leaking kettles, and only Colonel
Fletcher, the Engineer responsible for carrying out the
works, and the officers under him (besides those actually
employed upon them), knew what was in the wind. It was
as complete a surprise to the British army as it was to the
enemy.
* The best way to visualize the Lines of Torres Vedras is to take the
map and look at the block of country between Torres Vedras and Lisbon.
It forms a peninsula, and is bounded on one side by the Atlantic, and
on tie other by the Tagus, Horizontally across this little peninsula
ran the famous lines of defence consisting of three main lines which
were again subdivided into smaller ones. " The lines . . . consisted
of two distinct ranges of hills . . . extending from the sea to the Tagus
. . . they derived their strength and value primarily from their penin-
sular situation on the sea which precluded the possibility of an enemy
manoeuvring on, or turning their flanks, and assured their rear being
constantly open for the defenders to receive supplies and reinforcements
. . />0ones>/<?ttma/o/^%wm5jpaw>VoLIII,pp.42~5). ". . . Upon
the lines of defence a triple chain of redoubts was most skilfully disposed.
From these, and other batteries, 600 pieces of cannon swept all the
approaches . . * The right of these lines was moreover flanked by a
division of British gun-boats on the Tagus ... a very fine corps of
English marines lay in reserve near Lisbon, and a great fleet was in the
harbour . . ." (Sherer, Military Memoirs of the Duke of Wellington,
Vol. BE, pp.